RALPH    RASHLEIGH
on Emu Plains and Coal River,, he gave no outward sign of
the pain the gashes caused.
He was quickly turned over to lie on his bleeding back,
and saw that each of the dancers carried a small sharp shell
crimsoned with his blood. These tormentors, glaring furi-
ously at him, stooped down and gashed the front of his body,
while a great yell went up from the assembly* He ;was
instantly raised from his recumbent position, and saw that
he had two rows of nine gashes between the shoulders and
the bottom ribs, and guessed that the same number had been
made upon his back. Blood was flowing from the wounds,
and he could feel it trickling warmly down his body and
legs. After another dance, the carandjie came up to him
with a shell full of some sticky preparation with which he
carefully anointed all the wounds, which almost at once
stopped bleeding. Rashleigh was then placed on a litter
made of boughs, hoisted upon the shoulders of four tribes-
men, and the procession returned to camp in much the same
order as they had left it, except that they went with a great
shouting and beating of waddies against their shields, and
parties breaking into dances, wild as a horde of furies.
At the camp the djins were all assembled roasting fish,
roots and grubs and excitedly making preparations for a
great feast. Two of them were busily pounding some condi-
ment between stones, transferring the mash to a calabash.
The men squatted in a wide circle, Rashleigh being placed
next to the carandjie, and immediately the women served
out broiled roots and fish, and by way of a delicacy some of
those great grubs found in rotten timber, well roasted. The
ancient ate very little himself, but continually passed over
his share to Rashleigh, who now began to feel more hopeful
about his future. In spite of his desire to create a good im-
pression, he found himself unable to eat anything but the
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